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And courtious Cottonne, for his brave attempt
Didst well deserve a worthy captaines place.
Their valiant force these Spaniards proud have felt,
Which purchase fame unto thier great disgrace;
Pursuing foes like lions in their chase,
Fighting in right of cuntry and our Queene,
Like men of worth, most resolute and sterne.
In midst of broyles, where foes were ten to one,
Thier shot beeing spent, a wunder twas to see
How many Spaniards by them to death were brought,
Crying: S. George, sweete England, now for thee.
The warcke1 of Spaine we have good hope to see.
This sayd those gallants, and even therewithall
A luckelesse strook causde Barker dead to fall,
Whose death fearce Cottonne requited so
That many a foe by him to hell was sent.
So shewed this man of worth his force gainst foe,
Whose hart with rigor to revenge was bent.
But chance of warre hath often wrong event,
In cheifest hope to have a joyfull day,
A cursed shot his life hath tane away.
Thus fought those men, like champions of our Queene,
Having at most in all three hundred men
Against five thousand, which armd in feilde was seene,
Ranged to fight, such cowardes still they benne.
Yet all their force they wayed not a pyn,
But bravely then the onset on them gave,
And by their valour from their fort them drave.
But dead they be, yea, dead are both our freinds,
Whose fames shall live eternized for ay,
That all may know how brave they made their endes,
Which, whilst they lived in this most hardy fray,
Did scourge these curres and held them at a bay.
Whose senceles truncks though loe enterd2 they lye,
Their glorious soules both rest above the skye.
Finis                            H-R'
1 Wreck?                            3 Interred.